
1 F=^=fA Biatory of the Victorians
Written by Themoetves

MR. PUNCH'S
HISTORY of

MODERN
ENGLAND
In Four Volumea

A chronicle of life in Eng-
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OF THE ALPS
By MARGARET SYMONDS
The daughter of the famous historianand critic, John Addlngton Symonds,writes this fascinating romanceof the Alps and of Italy. She

plcUires skillfully the Intense power of
environment over certain natures,
centering the interest in a beautiful
and beauty-loving heroine. $1.00.

OLD PLANTA- v

TION DAYS
By ARCHIBALD RUTLEDGE
"The author is without a rival In

his chosen field. His stories are redolentof the soil, of the pine forests
nnd eypress swamps of the Rantee
country, of the woodlands and rice
fields of the South Carolina coast.".
N. Y. Times. Illustrated. 92.SO.
F. A. STOKES COMPANY

443 Fourth Ave. New York

QUIIXSJwiNbow*| Ge^lfatrMCQrtchgwi
At Bookstores. $2.00

Dodd, Mead & Company
Publishers New York

" ;<1e<$=*&*
By

EDISON MARSHALL
"Curwood, Bindloss and others
have written good adventure
stories with northern settings,
but these men will have to beginlooking after their laurels,
for Edison Marshall has enteredtheir field and expects to
remain. Marshall knows his
territory thoroughly. He knows
the trees, animals, and his charactersare true to life. 'The
Snowshoe Trail' has strong
situations.rapid fire adventuresand an appealing loveinterest.".NewYork Herald.
SJ.90 wherever book* are Hold.

LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY
Publisher*, Boston

He dared her.
She did it!

THEBOOK
OF
JACK
LONDON
By CHARMIAN LONDON
LJ ERE is Jack as he was,* * with nothing; flossed
over, as his proud honesty
would wish that the story of
his life he presented. He
said no one knew him as his
wife did, but believed she
would not dare write him
down as he was. She has.
(In two royal octavo volumes.Illustrated. Price
$10.00. Published by The
Century Co., 353 Fourth
Ave., New York City.)
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I the Blasphemer, 'to what 1

-* wives want. When they
have everything obtainable, then they f
fix their minds on the unobtainable. o

bottomless vats of acquisitiveness.'
" 'Wives/ Fielding said, 'are of

v
course primarily conservative.' 1,

" 'Wives/ snarled the Blasphemer, o

'are primarily pigs!' "

o
The Blasphemer, the only real mnn

friend Fielding ever had, understood j,

his ambitions, his double life of daily I
business grind and hours of nightly p
longing for self-expression through s

one of the arts. His ideas closely v

wove with those of Anton, Fielding's
grandfather. Anton had been a inu- g
uician before he became a doctor to s

support a wife in the manner to which b
she was used. Ames, Fielding's father, b
had hoped to be a professor of literatureand had died early in life, longing d
for hours with his beloved books in- o

stead of bending over a desk in the it
office of the Elyria Lounge Works; n

but a mother and wife of theambltious-for-their-mentype had placed '1
him there.
Anton's words to the boy Fielding

had made too little Impression upon
him. "Life isn't going to be easy for
you. Don't let women manage you.
They don't understand it." Yet these
words foretold the future of the child,
who seemed to hold in his three-yearoldbody all the longings of both his
father and grandfather. Both those ^
men died and Fielding was at the
mercy of an ambitious mother.
Women came and went in his life, C
bringing him some little relaxation,
some little comfort after the days of \
striving in a hateful office.

In the early days at the shoe manufacturingconcern Fielding met the
Blasphemer. To him he confided his rI
ambition to write. In response to
Fielding's confident statement that he
would write when he was ready for it
the Blasphemer replied: "Hot! Dear
boy, I've heard that statement before.
But they never do it. They grow fat j
and contented. They marry and breed
yowling brats. They go to church on

Sundays, mow the lawn, sprinkle the
garden, join a lodge, pay their taxes,
read the Literary Digest and imagine
themselves to be getting on. Write?
Good heavens! they can't even write a .

letter. Take heed. Don't put your
soul on a shelf with a lot of shoe boxes
and kid yourself that some day you're (
going to take it down and burnish it
up." And when later Fielding Is mar-
ried, the successful official of a promisingmotor corporation, the Blasphe- *
mer condemns the man, even though
he is unhappy In his work, and to \
Fielding's wife he says: "I want plenty
of smoke, plenty of production, plenty
of Jobs. I'd just as soon have the
world flooded with merchandise, more I
of it all the time, and getting cheaper
all the time. But I want to see the j
stuff produced by fatheads who can't
do anything else. I hate to see Fieldingdriven to it by this craze for
power, and. If you will pardon me, by
an ambitious wife." t
Then in New York, his son and wife

mentally and physically separated
from him, wrapped up night and day 1

in his demanding work, after the successfulorganization of the biggest enterprisein which he had yet found ,

himself. Fielding "camo to realize that
it was not his own will that had driven
him to it. Rather it was a peculiar 1

fascination to see how far he could go
with this Idea, a curiosity to find out
how much power he could really
exert." '
A specialist ordered him to indulge

In the pastimes he loved, to take time '

for reading, writing, theatres, music.
And Fielding, with his family out of
the city, sought a tiny apartment, and
in the simplicity of its furnishings
found the peace which his magnificent
iiuuxe i'uuiu nui give mn nuui. Aim nc ]
tried to write In the night hours after
the days of business strife. He began
to realise that "after dusk he was a
different man, engaged with different <
thoughts, reacting entirely differently
to life. He had embarked upon two ]different lives.the one known and
approved by the world In which he
lived and the other a secret. Only the
Blasphemer knew of Fielding's divided (
life.

" 'I'm after two things,' Fielding had 1
written him. 'But Instead of hating
one of my activities and enjoying the
other I propose to enjoy them both. I
feel that I am making definite headwayeach day In both directions. The i

one effort feeds the other. They seem
to balance each other. I too shall
write. You will hear from me.'
"'You poor fish!' roared the Bias- f

phemer in reply. 'Either you'll be a
> good business man,' he went on, 'and '

a vile artist, or you'll be a decent artist '

and a rotten man of affairs. Do you '

think you can serve two masters? . . .
'

You've kept your soul in a forgotten J

bin In the stock room. You've let It
get covered with cobwebs. You've let 1
It rot.'

" What the hell do you know about 1

my soul? I'm not done. You watch 1

my smoke!' was Fielding's reply. 1
" 'You poor hybrid. You're the prod- <

uct of two separate and distinct ape- '
cles. So you're sterile. You wcro <
raised on a soil that nourishes fac- <
torles and starves artists. In Europe <
you'd have been a genius. In America <
you had to sell goods, manufacture
goods, export goods. And you've been
ruled by women In whose eyes you
could shine only by making money for »
them. You're not to blame; you're
Just the victim. Why, If I had had «
even a spark of your gift for business 1
the women in my life would have done t
the same for me. And because they <
didn't have the material to work on i
I'm nothing. No, I'm not being sorry '

for myself; I've at least made my try.

THE NEW YORK

| THE NEV

>s Were Rivals
lut you.they didn't even let you open
our mouth. And now it's too late.""
To the suggestion of one of the aristicwomen in whom Fielding inter

stedhimself that "there is no end to
rtists who would give body and soul
Dr even a very little boon. Help some
f them," ho replies:
"'Yes, I have at least that comfort

o look forward to.' Fielding's tone
fas bitter. 'A patron of art, a colictorof books and pictures, a backer
f musicians and plays and publishrs.yes,I can still do that. I can enowa few libraries and present a few
tatues to needy parks. I can sign mv
ame to checks if not to poems. All
can do is line up with the other

hilanthropic fatheads who have
erved Mammon and served him
fell!'"
At the height of his glory.business
lory.Fielding interviewed a young
pillntfir t n vrhnm hnfnio tVia wnr ho

ad promised a commission to do a
ronze for the public library.
The young artist keeps him from a

irectors' meeting, submitting a sketch
f a "heroic figure at a desk. An
lealized conceDtion of a modern busiessexecutive."
"Fielding shook his head. . .

Make your figure an artist of some

The Bool
By EDWARD ANTHONY.
A ROLLICKING YARN.

"Real Life," by Henry Kitchell
Webster.)

Ine Leda Swan, a movie queen
Adventurous and gay,

Veari^s of camera and screen
And sallies forth one day

'o taste reality, of which
She's seen no jot or tittle

2ause Mother Swan, obese and rich,
Believes she is too little.

?ut Leda, who is twenty, thinks
It's time she tasted life

tnd saw the world and met some

ginks
Who might desire a wife.

No prisoner in a gilded cage
Do I intend to be!"

?rien Led a: "Am I not of age?
Hurray for liberty!"

Ui! kindly fates, ah! sweet romance!
She hardly makes a start

iVhen fortune offers her a chance
To win a feller's heart

3y saving him from certain death
In good old movie fashion.

«Jo wonder that (though out ol
breath)

The lad declares his passion.

Ml kinds of things occur.the plot
Contains some auto chases,

V Journey in a stolen yacht
And similar disgraces.

)ur hero proves a fiddler great
(A Russian or a Turk)

ifet Leda.such is human fate!.
Knows nothing of his work.

Vor has he heard of Leda, though
Her films are known all over

The universe from Mexico
Unto the Straits of Dover.

Whether this ruins their love affalt
I cannot tell you truly.

I only know their kisses bear
No fruit; she leaves him coolly.

Dh, why should honest wooing paust
And loving hearts renlg?

Perhaps it happens here because
Oil r horn u/onra a nrltrl

31(1 Henry Kitchell Webster has
Been kidding ns I'm thinking

With this diverting piece of jazz.
There! see him slyly winking!

WHEN THE SHORT STORY
WRITER TURNS NOVELIST

We are beginning to think that tin
ihort story writer should stick to hli
lrst love and keep away from th<
lovel. Fannie Hurst, several of whosi
short stories we admire, made a rnesi
>f her first novel "Star Dust" (whlcl
eally ought to he called "Saw Dust")
\nrt now come.* Charles Caldwel
Ooble, also an able short story writer
with "Broken to the Plow."
Doble's new book is really not i

lovel. This tale of an insurance cl.*rl
vho comes to the conclusion thr.t h<
ins been a mediocrity too (org an*
lecl'les to do something about it, li
eally a short Story, with phllorophi
aI Interludes and lessons in pay
hology for the benefit of those wh*
lon't happen to understand why thi
haracters do what they do.

»

There Is a scene In "Broken to th<
flow" that slaves of their servanti
ire sure to like, Htarratt, the lowlj
nsurance clerk, 1s ordering an ob
itreperous kitchen problem to loavi
da house. "Will you be good enougt
o leave!" he commands. Tn reply th*
llscharged female thrusts a red
(nuekted fist Into his face and shouts
'Not much I won't!"
Hilmer, th« big business man of tin

\
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f fiction]!!
sort. I'll let you have a picture of a Q*.
chap I used to know. I used to call O
him the Blasphemer. Died of tubercu- a
losls before ho could ever accomplish J\
anything:. Wanted to write. Suppose
you made your figure look like him. ^('r

Get longing into it, a sort of feverish (

melancholy, perhaps, to symbolize ef- T~
fort that never gets by.latent, inex- |
pressible, unrecognized genius, and. 1
that sort of thing.' "

inte
But Beth, Fielding's wife, remarked

upon Fielding's story of the returned ' °

sculptor, "Isn't he a handsome thing? 'oso
He would have been a real catch for moo
some one. What a pity he didn't one
marry into some prominent family?"

In the end Fielding found comfort
in the thoughts of the opera singers dutl
and actors he had helped. He felt

. It was fine to be able to do these
things. Every one couldn't make a two

name for himself as a patron of the
arts. "He realized that, after all, life
had not treated him so badly."
The author lias put time, thought 11 "

ar.d much hard work on this book, and ta

the finished product Justifies all.
There are books and books.books ? r

that tell us of the exterior of lives,
that glance into the interior; but this ^
is a book of books for getting to the flnjf
bottom of hopes, ambitions, passions, t
strivings, failures and "suecess." It

(
in a feast of life and exuresslon.

I ' you
> VIVIAN RADCLIFFE. The

the

k Factory s?J notl
story, is a witness to the altercation. "001
He decides to show the humble Star- rl('p
ratt what a master mind can do. l5ou

"Let me handle her!" says Hilmer roof

quietly. Striding: toward the unruly (iiu'

female, he cries, "Get out! Under- a'

stand?" Perceiving the utter folly of * "

arguing with big business, she blub- 'UI

bers, "I'm a poor, lone widder woman," er

casts a look at him, "half despair and
half admiration" (the Italics are ours)
and departs. wlt,
Hilmer laughs as though he had A

accomplished nothing at all and re- t
turns nonchalantly to the living room. ,ph
Ah! If we only knew how to be mas-

mug
terful like that. wou

* is t<
wou

ALL ABOUT PARADISE. alor
In Paradise there was a tree.B

Angel, sing merrily. Don
Got wot, and there were he and she. RItt
Demon, sing merrily. this

To do this much and not that more. yOU)
Without that more they wandered 0f f

free: yOUSo runs the burden of this lore.
In Paradise there was a tree.

a m
hea<

In Paradise there was a tree. thei
Infant, sing merrily. on«

Helgh-ho for us and all to be. <«]
Old man, sing merrily.

While sinning least or sinning more. mot
It is enough for thee and me . .

To sing as all have sung before. ® *

In Paradise there was a tree.
.From "Christopher." a play by Lionel ro°'

Josaphare, a San Francisco bard. the
Eitl

, sayIn San Francisco there a a pote. trres
(.Muses, sing merrily).

A touching play he went and wrote. .

(Reader, read merrily).
Precisely what the volume means rT,a''

I know not, though 1 did devote hut
Ail evening wrestling with its scenes. It's

Including that from which I quote. beet
who
pIn Frisco dwells a warbling guy. f

(Time to "sing merrily"),
Whose passion is to versify. ^ou

(flcar him sing merrily) I "olJ

I don't know what he's driving at. oth«
Or what he's carolling, or why; nrc

I only know, dear reader, that the
In Frisco there's a warbling guy I we

A Wedding Ov
MAPPTr.n'' Rv Mnrlnrl** R#ntr»n f?nnk*.

Doubleday, rage & Co. be I
WOULD you. we ask. no matter D

how much excitement you ^"H
loved, and how much val-

wor
uable property was entailed In the ma,
transaction, marry a young man over hea
long distance telephone, when you you
only had your lawyer's word that he t

! was a good fellow and you could have fror
the marriage annulled at a later date. Eirr
would you do that without even hav- D«>r
Ing had the pleasure of meeting your law
husband to say even a most formal
How do you do? can
There are three rivals for the Santa ben

Rosa ranch.the grandparents of E
Marela Livingston and Dennis Shawn frn
and the Bast and West Railroad. It L
Is to keep the property from the rail- |no
road that the proxy marriage tnkes D
place. Thl
Dennis la out on the ranch as fore- tlon

* man. He has the usual labor troubles. Tru
which result from the antagonism he A
has roused In the Spaniards. Then a Mai

*

Mexican half-breed, Kate, saves Den- =
'

nis by telling him the plot her father
and other workers have made. Dennis

H In turn Is forced to protect her. Kate
1 lov s him and Is Jenlous to the point .ofhatrad. TIT

In the meantime the owner of the
Santa Rosa ranch Is dying and will
sell the ranch only to Marela In per- Vl

I son. To save the ranch for the Llv{ingston estate Dennis gains th« old recf
II Spanish woman's consent to sell the _u
1 ranch to him If he becomes Marcla's |][tl
* husband. And so the long distance
- marriage takes place. B I

But Marela avas not dealing with a
5 spineless creature, and though she had. a|
s taken a great dislike to Dennis i*>ratiseof her lawyer's deep admiration

for the young man she finds thiU she Th<
has quite a little excitement and for

' trouble on her hands when Dennis np- fltl
r pears at her home in New York.

Legal complications arise and .the
* lawyer suggests to Marela: "It would

IIP WIH'i, ii n«»«. ni»nuiuiriy iifrmwrjr, ,

» for you and Donnla Shawn at laaat to j'r<
- simulatr marrlai?p until aftor tha caae

. cornea to trial." Pll
Thpn Imagine thla little aoen»>:
Marcia."I suppose you would en- .

»BER 2, 1921.

take Your World
11 on One Woman
)WEB By George Agnew Cham>rlalnHarper A Brothers.

you like those delightfully
1 lierl-tt- on/1 KAQiitlfnl otnHpa

which have the reality of life
rwoven through their structure?
"ies which have just enough phiphyof life to explain the varying
ids <jf man and woman? Thi« la
of that kind.

1 thla liook a real father fulfils his
es in the highest sense and leaves
reader loving every page on which
name ia even mentioned. Here
opposite types of women and their

i work out their problems, and
te the reader work them out, too.
you like such a "clean" hook that
lay always lie on the living room
e and the children may read it as.
i as they are old enough to underidprlni? Then you have it in
bweb."
will fit your every mood; it will

I you like chains until you have
ihed, and then you will urge the
of the family to read it, promising

raelf that when they have finished
will read It again. And you will,

re Is an intangible something about
book which will make youJ
he first time Rittenhouse Bourne
Alloway was in a hotel elevator,
waa in a brown study and noticed
ling until the operator said, "Your
r, Mr. Bourne, unless you wish to
to the roof, sir." After alighting
rne wished he had ridden to the
for the girl in the elevator had

*ht his imagination and held him.
because of "a single great tear"
eh "had squeezed over the tender
ier that opposed it, raced slow.

1 fast down the oval of her cheek
leaped to destruction. ... It
a rogue tear, broken away from
herd, complete in itself and busy
i an individual mission." ,
nd Rittenhouse. the* worldwid
eller, was enmeshed in her web m,

it not tell you the story! You
ilrl never forgive us. And our duty
3 lend you to the kind of book you
Id like and allow you to wander
le in the world of its making. i

ut just spare us a moment more.
i't you like old Bourne? When
comes to tell him of his love for
girl the old father says: "To put

r mind at rest I'll tell you now. out
aith in what I've tried to make of
that whatever you ask I'll give,
give freely. If that proves to be
(stake, why let it fall on both our
3s. You are my son." Then in
r talk of plans the old father goes

ro-morrow, after the visit to the
e, you shall bring her here to your
her's rooms. They are just as she
them, except that last spring I
fresh chintzes put in her sitting
n.the dearest, brightest room in
house. ... I hate half givers,
ler your girl is everything that you
or we all go down In a single

it wreck. To-morrow she becomes
mistress of this house, of all its
littons and memories. Hhe can
ce of it a plaything or a shrine,
you and I, we have cast our die.
a great thing. Ritt, it always has

1 a great thing, to gamble your
>le world on the turn of a woman."
orgive us for telling you that much
the story, but, now really, don't
think you are going to love old
me? We know you will love the
'rs, too. You can't help it. They
real people, and when we see into
hearts and souls of real people
always love them.

er the Wire
putting me In a position where I'd
forced to marry you."
'ennls."On the contrary, nothing
lid be so distressing to me as to
e to marry you. You are the last
nan In the world I'd wish to
*ry.spoiled. Idle, useless, untrained,
rtless. Oh, no. What use would
be to a man as a wife?"
he result Is that Dennis Is ordered
n the house, to he placed on the
ilted by two servants. And then
inls kidnapped Murcla, with the
yer's hearty permission and help,
'awyer."But, Dennis, my hoy, it
't be done. She'd make it so unrnblefor you."
>ennis."I don't mind. I like it.
not sure I'm not In love with her."
awyer."But. Dennis, this is more
imlnating than the marriage "

'ennla."She will live to thank you.
s Is the beginning of her reg.nerai.There's real stuff In that girl,
st me with her. Judge."
nd out In n Hhnck nenr th<' ranch
-Ha lenrns what real life Is.

Three of o Kind

he Mirrors
[ Washington

fastest selling non-fiction book on
trd. Why? Because the American
ilic likes plain spcakinsr, well spoken,
stratcd. 1*2.50
he Glass
[ Fashion

By a gmtlfman iHlh a Durtrr
crucifixion of English high society

its arrogance and profligacy. *2.50
he Mirrors of
owning Street
s ruthless arraignment of British
ics made "The Gentleman with a
iter" famous. 1*2.50
itnam's K&ST*

s

Torchlight
ly LEONIE AMINOFF
Of this vivid novel of the French
[{evolution and the Terror, The
Sew York Tribune says:
"The vivid, vital, palpitating

humanity of every person and
:very act is so real as almost to
eem uncanny . . . cautiously and
idviaedly we must regard Mme.
Aminoff's work as one of the most
convincing and enthralling historicalromances of our time.
unrivalled for historic truth, romanticcharm, red-blooded realismand dramatic power."

$2.00 at any book store or from
E. P. Dut'on & Co., 681 5fh Ave., N. Y.

"Hugo,
"Caine is the

KHai

THEM
OF)
1 he Stc

Some say That it i
In it loftor tn nnhlin f»ivi
and literature the author has
printed copy of this will be mj

for himself. Others say."It
Chicago Tribune. "It is a grea
genius into this terrible st
"A tragic sweep of the chords

Price, $1.75.
J. B. LIPPINCOTT

Ahk Your BookrtHIrr or
Booklet by Hull Calne.'

Stevenson Woi

MESSER
By i

Author of

The love story of young M
An amazing literary achicven

A Brilliant So re I of

GIBBE
By LIL

A powerful, driving, drarr
mother it is impossible to fori

Of a Man

BEN
» By Al

His hate of women is nol
His contacts with life are a se
life. And then comes the supi

The Centurion, a IS-pagethor* and tlielr work, will be net
request. Address The Century t

Will YOUR
of his <

IN hit scathing arrp
American education

dale, the leading charai
ful new novel:

THE WASTE
writes in his journal as fc

"Mys father and gr
were brought up to public se

ciety and education which d
at once, has happened to ou
make us leaders.. family fi
undoubted energy; yet the n

tion has been either to diver
heaping up of material com

dilettanti; in a word. par»sit<
"It may have been

the fault of national thinking
sistible forces which mold a n

plicity of con/used movemen

look back, even from my sh
my brothers. I can give but
wasted "

Thinking Ame
food ft

THE WASTE
By OWE

$2.00 wher

j LITTLE, BKOWN & COM

11

I Bloodand Sand
the brilliant novel on the

1 sport of bull fighting, by
Blasco Ibanez

gives you the background for enjoyment
of the play in which Otis Skinner
is playing the part of El Callardo.

92.15. At any bookstore, or from

E. P. Dutton 4 Co., 6«1 5th At., N. Y.
' I

rBOOKS BOUGHT"
Entire Libraries or Single Volume*.Highest price* paid. Representativewill call. Cash paid
and hooks removed promptly.
WOMRATH & PECK, Inc.

Formerly Henry Mnlltnn, las.
aaJI Broadway Phooe Broad 3009J

t, Dickens..Cain"
surviving member of a school, the
which were Dickers, Hugo and
JARLES GABRIEL IN THE CHIUNE.

,l Caine's
j1 is an unforgetable heart
mce which sets the
pulses throbbing.

[ASTER
MAN
>ry of a Sin
J8 an Apology for Sin.
ng an interesting viewpoint on life
replied to this unjust criticism. A

ailed to any one who wishes to judge
may make the year memorable.".

t book. The author has put his entire
ory.".Philadelphia Public Ledger,
of life and love.".Edwin Markham.
At All Bookstores

COMPANY : PHILA.
thr ptiMlfthrr for t'omyllmrntarr
"SCKNFS AND CHAKACTBRs'*

ild Acclaim This Story

marco polo
WNN BYRNE
Die Foolish Matrons," etc.

arro Polo and the daughter of Kublai Khan.
lent of sheer delight. Illustrated. $1.25

' Society Smart and Piratical

:ted gods
LIAN BARRETT
tatic story of a girl it is good to know and a

let. $1.90.

Who Hated Women

[ thorpe
ITHUR CRABB
t superficial. It is deep, almost instinctive.
Ties of battles, for women are half of human
erne battle. $2.00.
Illustrated monthly magazine dealing with anitregularly and without charge to any one upon
'o., MS Fourth Ave.. New York City.)
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Son make the ma$t
ypportttnities ?

ignment of our present day
and institution*. David Littlecterof Owin Johnson's powerD

GENERATION
illowsandfather. and his father before him.
rvice. as the resuk of a system of *ftlemandedservice of them. What, alf
r generation? We had everything to
raditions. unlimited opportunity, and
nly result that T can see of our educatour unquestioned energy towards a

iforts. or to make «f us triflers snd
e*

our fault, but I think it was deeper..
Undoubtedly in the future the irrelationwill bring order into the multitswhich now dominate us But as I

tort retrospective, and see myself and
one judgment We are » generation

ricans will find much
jr thought in

D GENERATION
l NOVEL

N JOHNSON
ever books are sold

PANY Publishers . BOSTON
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